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A statue in Carrara marble, by GRACTINo LE,Ni)BERP(;, of Italy, after the or;,ginal by Canova, executed for the 
Cosmtopolitan Axt Association, aiid desi-,ned l or the distribution in ,January. 

"SATURDAY NIGHT." 

.WEET are the associa 
tions which collme with 

- this nighlt of the weelk. 
It is like the benediction 

wlhich closes the services 
of the sanctuary, for that 

it asks God's blessing u0pon the 

woirk done. Who that lives and 

imingles wvith the world, but feels 
the blessing wlhiclh the close of the 

week br ings? It is only the heart dark 
ened by distrust, or. racked with sleepless 
care, that cannot say a gr-ateful prayei 

whlen Saturday night comes to bring its 
repose, its proimise of the Sabbath to fol 

low. We have pity for such a soul. Life 
lhas little of fr uits whose expressed sweet 
ness is to give the greatest comforts of liv 
ing. But for hibn whose conscience is at 

peace with his neighbor-wlhose record is 

righlt with the Nvorld-whose days are of 
earnest and fruitful labor, and whose home 
is houme-oh! Saturday night is the glad 
dest of times! 

Sweet time! Not only for its release 
firom the fever of labor, but that, like a be 
neficent visitor, it whispers of the precious 
Sabbath that is near; that it recalls, in its 
stillness, the days that are past. Then the 
soul leaps over the distauces of years, and 
goes back-back to the days wvhen the 
lheart was young in years, fiesh in emo 
tions, pure il pur pose, ambitious in thouglht, 

and we dreamn that we are boys again! 

Over moorland and meadow-over the 
highbway and busy mart -we flit and follow, 

still a boy, with a boy's purposes, and the 

possessor of a boy's castles, so beautiful, so 
strange! Ah! -who would not be a boy 

again ? 

But we grow in our years. How we 

feel sonmetlhing of manhood in our strengtl 
-something of wisdomn in our experience, 
and the hear-t begins to thrill to the won 

derful emotions of LOVE. Then the blood 
pulses through the veins with a tell-tale 
haste, for then comes the remembrance of 
trysts where soft footsteps pressed down 
the flowers, and words were said which 
only the angels might hear, but which 
br ought the lips together in one long, thrill 
ing kiss. A Imlist of montlhs floats before 
the eyes, and then comes the bridal scene, 

where the beautiful of life lhad its fairest 
realization, and vwhen the hearts whlichl God 
had formned for mates, wer e bound by 
earthly ties, and sealed the blisses wbhicl 
are bound in tlle magic comnpleteness of 

husband-wife! 
But tlle years speed on, and bring their 

mingled sweets and sorrows. Here is a 

household, not of one member, nor two, 
nor thr-ee, but of six or eight; yet one 

emnpty clhair is there? Ohi, the history of 
that heartlhstone-who may write it? who 

slhall picture it! Blesse(l Saturday night! 
that thus the past shall sweep before us, 

recalling whlat has comue, picturing wlhat 

may be! 
Fit theme is this for the poet-heart to 

embody in living verse-more fit for the 
artist-heart to reproduce upon the inagic 
canlvas. That heart was FAED, the Eng 

lish painter. He wrought many exquisite 
creations, all of which slhow tlle fine vein 
of humanity, and the contemplative soul of 
the man, in an agreeable light. But in the 

bringing out of the " Saturday Night," he 
reproduced thie scene of that happy holme, 

whiclh, we may well conceive, would call 
into play, not only his truest creative 
genius, but also command the cunning skill 
of his hand and colors. His work was a 

triumph of art: and so much of a triumph 

that LEMON, the great line and stipple en 

graver, was induced to reproduce it on 
steel, in the highest style of the wonderful 

Art that now reposes in the burin. And 

here, like the magic mirror which revealed 
to SALATHIEL h1is buried years, the embod 
imelut of that " Satur day Night" is now be 

fore us. Look wvith us, reader, lupon it! 
It is a cottage scene. The slanting rays 
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of the decreasing sun come in at the low 
windows, and give to the tiled room the 
dreamy air that always bodes rest-peace. 
The wheel is still; the dishes stand un 

touched upon the side-tables; to the centre 
of the room is drawn the large table, over 
which is spread the clean white cloth; and 
around it are gathered the "loved ones at 
home"-all except the father and son, who 
are away on the sea, and this nightly gath 
ering is for prayers for the absent. The 
parish curate occupies the first seat, and 
the Holy Book is raised in his hands as he 
reads. The old grandam sits next, in her 
high-back, splint-bottomed chair. Her at 
titude is one of intense attention; and 

yet you see through her wrinkled features 
that light glowing which bespeaks the God 
like woman. Few faces wrought in steel 
ever gave more expression. It is a tri 
umph, indeed-when not only the finely 
wrought lights and shades of the features 
can be thrown upon the plate, but also the 
soul of the subject, which gleams out even 
beneath the wrinkles of age, and makes us 
admire the character as well as the artist. 
Back of the old lady, and standing in the 
attitude of a meek worshipper, is the wife 
of the absent son. Her face, still smooth 
with its youth, is yet pervaded by that 
sadness which shows, that if her thoughts 
are on the Holy Word, her heart is away 

with him on the sea. Next at the table is 

the grand-daughter of the old lady-a 
sweet creature, with full round face, and 
the embodiment of purity and innocence. 
It is a face fit for eyes to gaze upon, and 

we find our lips murmuring, " God, give us 

children like to her!" Her attitude of 
reverential listening is very finely given. 

Next sits the good curate's wife, who has 
come with him on his visit of comfort. 

She is clad in half-cloak. Her face is one 

of the purely English contours, which the 
Briton regards as most national and beau 

tiful. It is in a thoughtful mood, and forms 
a very charming feature of the group. Be 

fore the table, sitting on the floor, with a 

puppy on his lap, is the boy of the cottage. 
His playmate is struggling in his arms, to 
get at the old spaniel of the curate's, which 

sits near by, looking at the young dog very 

archly, as much as to say, "Don't you 

wish you were the cuirate's dog ?" By the 
spaniel's side lies a little terrier, who, from 
his shaggy eyebrows, is looking upon the 
puppy with some interest. This second 
group will attract attention. 

'Phis, rhader, is a mere limning of that 
"Saturday Night" scene:-of its air of re 

pose, of its pastoral -surroundings, of its 
grace of light and shade, all wrought out 
with wonderful power by the graver, we 
have not the space to speak-we can but 
say, " Order the picture, and study it for 
yourself." Its mission is one of good: the 
emotions it excites, and the lessons it 
teaches, are assurance that it is worthy a 
place by every fireside. We commend it to 
our subscribers, both old and new, and can 
wish them no choicer gift than that they 
shall become possessed of this picture. 

CRAWFORD, AND HIS "WASHINGTON." 

CRAWFORD, the great sculptor, whose 
genius is of the highest order, ranking 
him with the greatest of living artists, is 
winning golden opinions abroad. His last 
great work was the model for the Munich 
bronze equestrian Washington, which was 
lately successfully cast by the celebrated 
founder, Muller. A correspondent of the 

Boston Transcript, in a late letter from 
Munich, gives a charming account of 
a little impromptu fete in honor of our 
countryman, Crawford, who arrived last 
week in the Fuilton. Muiller, the master of 
the celebrated foundry, invited the sculp 
tor and a few fiiends to see the newly cast 

statue of Washington by lamplight.. Ac 
cordingly, thirty or forty artists and gen 
tlemen entered the building after dark, and 
beheld the great bronze figure exposed to 
view, against a dark green curtain, and by 
the somewhat misty illumination of a few 
scattered lamps; the effect was quite 
solemn. The grand proportions of the 
statue half revealed, the dusky space 
around,' and the sombre background, 
gave it a special sublimity, like Don Gio 
vanni in the opera. The guests formed a 
silent and attentive circle, with the artist 
in the centre; they sang with impressive 
accord an appropriate canzone, and, as the 

chorus died away, MUiller stepped forth 
with an enormous glass of beer in his 
hand: he addressed the company and com 
plimented the artist; each person then 
drank from the huge goblet to Crawford's 
health and prosperity. Suddenly a Ben 
gal light flashed a noonday radiance on 
the statue, when majestic grace and im 
pressed dignity were thus revealed, as it 
were, by enchantment; cheer after cheer 
broke from the electrified assembly. They 
escorted Crawford to Muller's house, each 
bearing a lighted taper, where a supper 
awaited them. Songs and congratulations 
gayly closed this truly Germanfete. 

It wonld be an interesting calcula 

tion to follow up the success of the Cos 

mopolitan Association for a series of years, 
assuming the past as the basis for the tables. 

We have not the space for snch a calcula 

tion, but may properly refer to some of 
the possibilities of the future. 

Aiready the institution has distributed 
hundreds of works of Art-some of them 
very valuable-among the people. Several 
hundred messengers of good they mnay be 
regarded. Already it has furnished maga 
zines to over forty-six thousand subscri 
bers-forty-six thousand worthy teachers 
and fireside visitants, that always make 
the heart glad. In five years the ratio of 
increase would give thousands of art-works 
to the world, and magazines by the hun 
dreds of thousands. Such is the future 
which opens upon this institution! 

The subscribers have a common sym 
pathy, and gradually grow, 

to feel like a 

great brotherhood. To know that you are 
one of ten thousand whose mite is con 
tributed to forward some great movement, 
establishes a free-masonry of feeling which 
it is good to contemplate. This magazine 
proposes to become the organ of coinmu 
nication among this host of co-workers, 
thus to bring them the more intimately 
together-the more assuredly within com 

muning distance of each other. Let us 
kope that our pleasant labor shall not be 
in vain, but that from it shall spring very 
fair and pleasant fruits. 

W "'Picture windows!' I like the 
expression. They are windows to the 
soul, through which it recognizes kindred 
souls, and in which congenial spirits find a 
host of enjoyments. Art, whether shown 
through the pencil, chisel, or through mu 
sic, satisfies some of the most uirgent long 
ings of the soul. True Art is the soul, 

pictured on canvas, in marble, or embodied 
in music;-not mere playing upon a musi 

cal instrument, but the touching of it, so 
that in the sounds which emanate there 

from, all thought of the instrument and its 
earthlly origin is lost. Such do I call mu 

sic. Such is the heavenly influence of Art, 

when it chooses a worthy theme, and fulfils 
its mission properly." Thns writes a friend 

whose soul is filled with the harmnony of 
things, and whose study of the Beautifuil is 

ever-constant. It is such students who 

are fit comnpanions for Nature; not those 
who but see the outwaard form and sein 

blance of things, while the spirit is dead to 

them. 
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